Enter TITANIA and her FAIRIES: COBWEB, PEASEBLOSSOM, MUSTARDSEED, and
MOTH.

OBERON

I11 met by moonlight, proud Titania.
TITANIA

What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence:
I have forsworn his bed and company.
OBERON

Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?
TITANIA

Then I must be thy lady: Why dost thou,
Come from the farthest Steppe of India?
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love,
To Theseus must be wedded, and you come
To give their bed joy and prosperity.
OBERON

How canst thou thus for shame, Titania,
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus?
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night?
TITANIA

These are the forgeries of jealousy.
OBERON

Do you amend it then; it lies in you:

Why should Titania cross her Oberon?

I do but beg a little changeling boy,

To be my henchman.
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TITANIA

His mother was a votaress of my order:

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die;
And for her sake do I rear up her boy,

And for her sake I will not part with him.
OBERON

How long within this wood intend you stay?
TITANIA

Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day.
If you will patiently dance in our round

And see our moonlight revels, go with us;

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.

OBERON

Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.
TITANIA

Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away!

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.

Exit TITANIA and her FAIRIES

OBERON

Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove

Till I torment thee for this injury.

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememberest

Since once I sat upon a promontory,

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres,

To hear the sea-maid's music.
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BOTTOM

Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,--
QUINCE

Odours, odours.

BOTTOM

--odours savours sweet:

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.
But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile,

And by and by I will to thee appear.

Exit

PUCK

A stranger Pyramus than e'er played here.

Exit

FLUTE

Must I speak now?

QUINCE

Ay, marry, must you; for you must understand he goes
but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again.
FLUTE

Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue,

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,

As true as truest horse that yet would never tire,

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.
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QUINCE

'Ninus' tomb,' man: why, you must not speak that
yet; that you answer to Pyramus: you speak all your
part at once, cues and all Pyramus enter: your cue
1s past; it is, 'never tire.'

FLUTE

O,--As true as truest horse, that yet would

never tire.
Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass's head

BOTTOM

If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine.
QUINCE

O monstrous! O strange! we are haunted. Pray,

masters! fly, masters! Help!
Exeunt QUINCE, SNUG, FLUTE, SNOUT, STARVELING, and PUCK?

BOTTOM
Why do they run away? this is a knavery of them to
make me afeard.

Re-enter QUINCE

SNOUT

O Bottom, thou art changed! what do I see on thee?
BOTTOM

What do you see? Ha ha ha ha — hee aw.

QUINCE

Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art

translated.

2 Quickchange to fairies.
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DEMETRIUS

[Awaking] O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow!
When thou hold'st up thy hand: O, let me kiss
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss!
HELENA

O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent

To set against me for your merriment:

If you were men, as men you are in show,

You would not use a gentle lady so;
LYSANDER

You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;

For you love Hermia; this you know I know.
DEMETRIUS
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Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none:
LYSANDER
Helen, it is not so.

DEMETRIUS
Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear.

Re-enter HERMIA

HERMIA

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found,

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so?
LYSANDER

Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go?
HERMIA

What love could press Lysander from my side?
LYSANDER

Lysander's love, that would not let him bide,

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night

Than all you fiery oes and eyes of light.

Why seek'st thou me? could not this make thee know,
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so?
HERMIA

You speak not as you think: it cannot be.
HELENA

Lo, she is one of this confederacy!

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid!

Have you conspired, have you with these contrived
To bait me with this foul derision?

HERMIA

I am amazed at your passionate words.

I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me.
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PUCK

If we shadows have offended,
Think but this, and all is mended,
That you have but slumber'd here
While these visions did appear.
And this weak and idle theme,
No more yielding but a dream,
Gentles, do not reprehend:

if you pardon, we will mend:
And, as I am an honest Puck,

If we have unearned luck

Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,

We will make amends ere long;
Else the Puck a liar call;
So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends,

And Robin shall restore amends.

End of play
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